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STIFF-WINGED BUZZARDS.

I wonder If the buzzar don'y
Git mighty tired o Ayin’

Des roun’. an” roun”. an’ roun’ all day
An’ never seem o tryin’

To go powhere. nerguthin’ moch,
Like juybinds doos, an’ erows:
Hut fops aroun’ an’ rides the wind

An' salls the way It hlows

Peers ke they'd want to rest the jints,
" Spmetimes ‘at's in thur wings:
Preer= ke they'd Heht down on the grouml
Sometimes to look for thines

Hut Unele Ezra says they coan't
He spects, stop sallin’ roun

Jem o thur wines gits =t an’ wan't
Shet up an’ et 'em down,

An' Unele Ezra. he shot one
An killesl hit dead one duy:

Hut, shaw. hit's wings waz hoth plom sot
An” hin fewed on away.

Hut hit will shorely drop some time
They uin't no wilin® where:

1 ‘wpeet the wind hae blowed hit now
A bumldred mile s from here

THE BURIAL OF GINGER JAMES.

A spel) 1 had Lo wadt
Out<hide the barriek eate,
For Ginger James wis passin

passin’ in:
'K wus ouly u recrult,
Hut Lgdve lm the sulute
For I'1l never gt another chanee of glvin it
agin’ :

E' little brains, Uil swear
Beneath ‘is winger ‘air
“Is personnl attractions. well, they wisn't very
laree:
“E wiis fust fn ev'ry mill
An’ a foul-mouthed eur, but stiil
We'll forelve “Im "< drawbaeks ¢ ‘us taken ‘is
disehurgne.

it as 1 was

‘K oones got fourteen days,
For drunken, Idle ways
An’ the Colonel sald the nasty

onels sometlmes sy ;
‘B ealled ‘lm to s face

thimes that Col-
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The regimont s disgrace
Hut the Coloned took 1wt off when '« passed
Tm by t-ay

For days e usad 1o dwell
Trisbade  wuiird-room cell.
Where they put the darbies on im for n owlin
=ivagne brate:
But u= by the yuard ‘e went
They enve lm the present
The 1t bugler sounded of
=alute,

the  eeneral

The and turnsd out 1o play
Poor Ginger Jumes away

I~ captain ol s company came down to see
him of:

An’ thirteen e an' rank.

With threw rounds each of biank:

o rodde down on o carrionee. ke o oomin
clry 1ol

An

B doersn' L want no pass,
Eos Journeyin’ frst-cluss
I truy lin rue's o unfon jack., which fsn't had
at all: »
The tune the drummers play
It i=n't <o very gay.
HBut a rather slow selection, from & plece that's
known as “Saul”
Emgan Wartace

A SWEET THING.

Sahil the Spunish fiy
As he Huttersd by
Bm oversed in visrfons tiples
17w sdppesd thie swoet
Of thinaes to cat
Im all the eones and tmoples

“In erimson fosd
Uve drunk the blood
OFf dismsels durk and Hghter
And tustesd tlesh
Both runk aml fre<h
Of peiveemul folk und fehter,

“Hut none was rare
As the lust hite falr.
Mongz ull the cluns and eclisses,
I've been in luck.
ot badly stuck
O dark hrown Caban “lasses,
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